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forces with Communism, or at least with what that party would be-
come if it were tempered and softened by that admixture, if it made
a place for piety (for Schwob is unwilling to see in the U.S.S.R. any-
thing but a triumph of materialism) and let itself be guided even more
by love than by a feeling for justice. ... A fine role to play, without
doubt; but "the die is cast"; the place is taken. One can just as well
regret that France did not at once understand the role she too might
play, which really would have been her role; rather than constantly
putting on the brakes and balking.
Indescribable torpor and languor; and this has been going on for
weeks and months. No desire to write. The least letter is a burden for
me. Read, in the last few months, a number of books, almost all deal-
ing with economic and social questions, with the present crisis. Never-
theless, at the recommendation of Bennett's Journal, I made the ac-
quaintance of Gaboriau. Le Crime tfOrcival29 has remarkable parts
in it; when one thinks of the time when this book was written, one is
obliged to look upon Gaboriau as a precursor, the father of all the
present-day detective fiction. I admire particularly the pages in which
Lecoq outlines his system to Planet; nothing better has been done
since.
Read Bennett's Journal (first volume) with a very great interest.
To what an extent the social question already concerned him! I like
his vigilant generosity, his tireless curiosity, his love of work. But that
accountancy he keeps of the number of words he writes every day,
without ever speaking of erasures, that American method of working,
explain the chief faults of his books, the monotony of his style, the non-
contraction of his dialogues, the slowness and lamentably even flow
of the narration.
17 July
I have just reread Pot-Bouilleso with admiration. Oh, to be sure,
I recognize indeed Zola's shortcomings; but, like those of Balzac or of
so many others, they are inseparable from his virtues, and the brutality,
the force of his depictions excludes delicacies and subtleties. It is the
very excess of Pot-Bouille that I like and its perseverance in the filthy.
The rendezvous between Octave and Berthe in the maid's room and
the soiling of their miserable love under the foul flow of the menials'
language; Adele's clandestine confinement; the family scenes and
Mme Josserand's having it out with her daughters (repeated a bit too
much, like almost all the effects in this book) are done with a masterly
hand and cannot be forgotten. The characters are simplified to excess
29   The Mystery of OrcivaL
30  Pot-Bouille has been translated as Piping Hot.